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Dear Boys and Girls: 

Some kings celebrate their birthdays by making gifts to thei 
friends. That always has seemed to me a fine, a royal way of making 
birthday gifts. 

When one is so glad for life and for the opportunity of doing 
good things that he gives presents on his birthday, you may be sure 
that he is of the king nature—royal at heart. 

Wee Wisdom will have a birthday celebration in August. Wee 
Wisdom is glad for life and for all the ways of service she has found. 
This year she is a queen who gives gifts on her own birthday. She 
will have a gift for each of you, her loving and much loved friends. 

Wee Wisdom’s gift to each of you will be more of herself. Is 
not that a royal gift, the very best that she could offer you? 

The August Wee Wisdom will have more reading in it than 
the magazine has had in the past, and there will be new things for 
you to enjoy. [I shall not tell you all that Wee Wisdom will give 
you on her birthday, for I believe that you will be happier to find 
out some of these for yourselves. 

This greater giving of herself will not be for one month only, 
but for all the year to follow. A gift that you can enjoy every day 
for a whole year is a gift that one might expect from a queen, I think. 
Do you agree with me? 

Aside from giving more of herself, Wee Wisdom will do this: 
To every reader who will send twenty-five names and addresses of 
boys and girls who might be interested in reading our magazine, W ee 
Wisdom will come, without charge, for six months. Here is an op- 
portunity for you to do something for Wee Wisdom and for your- 
selves. The names sent should be of boys and girls who are not now 
subscribers to Wee Wisdom and who are a — years of age. 

ith love, 
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Up in a tree, 
, Hear the oriole singing: 
“Up i in a tree! 
Up in a tree!" 
Poised on a twig 


swinging. 
“Up in a tree! 
Up in a tree! 
O hear him sing. 
O see him swing. 
Chanting his glee. 


Up: in a tree. 
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f Up in a tree 


Now again he is saying: 
4y. “Up in a tree! 
a ¥ Up in a tree!” 
OY, There where the soft 
Air of summer is playing. 
“Up in a tree! 

Up in a tree!” 
Sitting on high. 
Close to the sky. 

Graceful. we see. 


Up in a tree. 
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ing, 
Pp in a tree! 
Up in a tree)” 
Sing your gay notes. 


A Pour them out as a bless- I 


ing: 
Up in a tree! 
Up in a tree! 


O let them trill; 
O let them thrill. 
Jubilant. free. 


Up in a tree. 


f n the warm day's caress- | 
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Up in a tree 
e once more hear him 
calling: 
Up in a tree! 
Up in a tree!" 


Seen through the 
oughs 
Where the clear light is 


falling, 
Up in a tree!" 
“Up in a tree! 
Sweet is his lay. 
Fair is his day, 


Joyous is he, 
P 1n a tree. 
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WEE WISDOM 


Helen Wells and Anna Marshall walked hand in hand down 
the tree shaded street that led to the Wells’ home. As they strolled 
along they were seriously discussing a problem of Anna’s. 

“T wish my mother did not have to be away from home so much 
of the time,” Anna was saying. “You have your mother with you 
nearly all of your spare time and you do not know how it feels to 
come home from school to an empty house, day after day, and wait 
and wait for your mother to return from work. The hours seem so 
long. Of course I straighten the house, do my home study work, 
and get the vegetables ready for dinner, but the afternoons often 
seem long, anyway.” 

“T know,” and Helen nodded sympathetically. 

“Of course you do, you darling!”” Anna said as she gave Helen 
a loving hug. “That is just why you ask me to spend an afternoon 
with you as often as possible. Mother says I am very lucky to have a 
friend like you, Helen.” | 

Helen put her arm around Anna’s waist and they walked a while 
in silence. Then Anna spoke again: 

““Mother is always bright and cheerful. She tries never to let 
me know that she is uneasy. But two families that used to live up 
on the hill have moved away. Mother had a whole day’s work a 
week with each family, and now, with two idle days in each week, 
money is scarce. Mother just laughs and says that she likes to have 
the extra time at home with me, but I hear her sigh sometimes and 
when she does not know that I am watching her she looks troubled.”’ 

Helen’s warm little heart stirred with sympathy and she longed 
to help. As she kissed Anna good-by, at the parting of their ways, 
Helen resolved to talk over the situation with her mother that evening. 

The opportunity came just before bedtime. Mrs. Wells listened 
attentively while Helen told of Anna’s problem. 

“And, Mother dear, I wish so much that we could help them. 
Couldn’t we give them something? Couldn’t we—oh, I know—” 
as a sudden thought flashed through her mind—“‘perhaps you could 
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hire Mrs. Marshall for those two extra days. Would you, Mother?” 
Mrs. Wells smilingly shook her head. “It would not be right 
to do that, dear,”’ she replied. ‘There are two reasons why it would 
not: first, I really do not need Mrs. Marshall more than one day a 
week. She would not like to think that I was hiring her because | 
was sorry for her. To feel that she is unable to take care of herself 
would be having a wrong thought about her. Then, second, it would 
; not be right for me to 
use our money for 
anything that we do 
2 not need. That would 
i be a wrong use of our 

money.” 
“Then how can 
UR we help her, Moth- 


Nae there is a place for her 

and that God will 

show her where it is,” 


Mrs. Wells answered 


“Maybe she 
does not know how to 


go to Him,” suggested 


Helen. 

“You could tell 
her of the little prayer 
we always use.” 

' “You mean The 
Prayer of Faith?” 
Helen put her = —- nna’s waist as Helen asked. 
ey walked. “Yes, dear.” 

“Would it be night for me to try to tell Mrs. Marshall? She 
is so much older than I am. Would she listen to a little girl?” 

“You could tell Anna. Surely Mrs. Marshall would listen to 
her own little girl.” 

Mrs. Wells stooped and kissed her little daughter. ““Go to sleep 
now, dear, and know that the Father will give you the proper words 
to say tomorrow.” 

The next day at recess time, Helen and Anna hurried over to 
a quiet corner of the school yard and were soon talking gravely. 

“You see, Anna dear,”” Helen added as the bell rang for classes. 
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“T am sure if you use The Prayer of Faith every day, and really 
believe it, God will find some new places for your mother. Here,” 
Helen said, thrusting her hand into her pocket, “here it is, all copied 
out for you. Take it and learn it.” 

That evening, Mrs. Marshall heard Helen’s suggestion. 

“Helen is right, little daughter mine,” Mrs. Marshall said. 
“T know that God can help us. But I never heard that little prayer 
before. Let us read it again.” 

Carefully they read the prayer once more. 

“God is our help in every need,” Mrs. Marshall repeated softly. 
““We will learn that and remember it, dear.” 

“And believe it,” Anna added earnestly. 

The days passed quickly for Helen and Anna, who were busy 
with work and play, but for Mrs. Marshall the hours dragged. 
There seemed to be-no new work for her, and yet more money 
was surely needed for the little household. At last came the offer 
of a position on a farm. The wages were tempting, but it would 
mean the expense of moving and that they would have to leave the 
friendly little town. Mrs. Marshall did not want to accept the 
offer unless she was sure that the place was a good one and would 
afford the right kind of home for her little girl. 

When Helen was called into consultation, she looked serious. 


Anna was frankly doubtful. 


“Do you suppose it is the right place for us?”’ she questioned. 
can we be sure?” 

““God knows,” Helen answered quickly. ““He knows everything. 
He even knows what we want before we ask Him.” 

“But if we move away, I shall have to leave you and | don’t 
want to do that,” said Anna, and her eyes filled with tears at the 
thought. 

Helen started to say something but her own voice had a funny 
little quaver in it that made them all laugh. Then she saw the 
brighter side. 

“How silly we are,” she said firmly. “My mother says it is 
foolish and wrong to sit in the house on a sunny day with an umbrella 
in one’s hands, waiting for it to rain next week; and that is just what 
we are doing now. If that position is the right one for you, Mrs. 
Marshall, all the conditions will take care of themselves.” 

Mrs. Marshall, half laughing, pulled a sheet of letter paper 
toward her and reached for the pen and ink. 

“I must answer this at once, anyway,” she said, “or some 
other person may be chosen.” 


She dipped the pen into the ink and prepared to write. The 
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two girls watched her. Anna’s hand reached beneath the table for 
Helen’s and was caught fast in a comforting clasp. But the pen 
was a poor one and scratched and spluttered. Some one evidently 
had dropped it on the floor and blunted the point. Anna rose to 
help her mother find a new one, but apparently there was no other 
pen in the house. Mrs. Marshall finally laid aside the paper. 

“T cannot write with that pen and I should not use a pencil 

for so important a letter. It is too late to go tonight for a new one, 
so I shall have to wait until tomorrow to answer.” 
The next day, as soon as Anna was on her 
39), way to school and the house had been put in 
1|4° order, Mrs. Marshall went to the store to buy 
the new pen. She stood at the counter 
selecting the kind that she wanted. Next 
to her stood a well-dressed woman who 
had been buying books and _ papers. 
While the woman waited to have 
her packages wrapped, she 
talked to the shopkeeper. 
Mrs. Marshall could not 
help overhearing the 
conversation. 

“Yes, I am still 
alone,” the woman 
was saying. “You 
=, see, it is difficult to 

= find the sort of per- 
son I want.” 

““Why is that >” 
questioned Mr. 
Hunt, who was a 
friend of long stand- 


Helen is right, little daughter. 


ing. 
“Well, because I do not want just a housekeeper. If I did, 
almost any good woman who could cook would do. I want a 
motherly woman; one who has a child of her own. I have been 
alone so much that it would be a joy to have a child around the 
house again. The mother could take care of my home for me, 
share the home, and let me share her child.” 
The storekeeper smiled sympathetically; then his eyes rested 
on Mrs. Marshall. 
“Why,” he exclaimed, “perhaps Mrs. Marshall here is just the 
woman you want.” 


WEE WISDOM 11 


Mrs. Marshall was too much surprised to move, much less to 
speak. Mr. Hunt hastened to explain to Mrs. Alwin, his customer: 

“T have known Mrs. Marshall for some time and I am sure 
she can fill the place, and she has a dear little girl.” 

Mrs. Alwin turned eagerly to Mrs. Marshall. “‘A little girl!” 
she echoed. “Oh, it is almost like an answer to prayer. Will you— 
can you go home with me this morning to talk it over? I really 
need help, and I truly want a little girl in my home.” 

Mrs. Marshall was like a person in a dream, as Mrs. Alwin 
gently drew her toward the waiting car. The friendly shopkeeper 
gave them a sympathetic smile as they left the store together. 

Arrangements were soon completed. Mrs. Marshall and Anna 
were to move into the new home as soon as possible. Mrs. Marshall 
quickly breathed a prayer of thankfulness when she found that Mrs. 
Alwin lived in town, not far from Helen Wells’ home and Anna’s 
school. Later, Helen and Anna listened rapturously while Mrs. 
Marshall related the events of the morning. Anna was jubilant to 
think that she need not be separated from Helen. 

“Well, this is surely the right place. I just know it must be,” 
she sang excitedly, and Mrs. Marshall nodded happily. 

But it was Helen who gave the parting thought, as she was 
leaving to hurry to her own mother with the good news. She had 
started down the street, but she ran back to call laughingly : 

“And last night you thought you just had to have a new pen 


The hand of God feeds bird and bee; 
h The hand of God provides for me. 


right away.” 
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Ay, 


Ted: 


GARDNER HUNTING 


WHAT THE STORY HAS SAID 


Ted’s father is an architect. He has drawn the plans for a building and 
has started to Chicago to present them to Mr. Wyatt. Ted is making the trip 
with his father. His father has left the steamer at Grand Haven to go on 
an errand and has failed to return. Ted has just asked the purser to help 


him find his father. 
Chapter I] 


They did look. First the purser sent Ted running to various 
likely places; then the officer himself took up the search. After that, 
as their quest had been fruitless, the steward was called in, and cabin 
boys and waiters were summoned and questioned. They then joined 
the hunt. Of course it did not take long to search the steamer 
thoroughly. But no one found Mr. Bronson. 

The purser told Ted, in as cheery a manner as he could, that 
Mr. Bronson could not be found, explaining that he must have gone 
ashore and been left behind. He treated the matter as a joke for 
Ted to laugh at, but Ted’s heart, which had been steadily sinking, 
seemed to drop to the very soles of his shoes. Though he could see 
the reasonableness of the purser’s theory, he could not quiet his own 
fright and anxiety, and certainly he could not laugh. When the 
search was over, he went back to his stateroom and sat down on the 
edge of the lower berth more anxious than he had ever been before, 
despite the purser’s promise to take care of him. He was too thorough- 
ly alarmed to cry, even if he would have allowed himself that in- 
dulgence at all. What should he do? What had happened to his 
father? When he reached the city, where should he stay till his 
father could come for him? How was he to get anything to eat? 

The questions raced through his brain in helter-skelter fashion, 
and received no reasonable reply. Then suddenly one question rose 
in his mind which shut out all the rest so quickly that he forgot them. 

What about the plans? 

Those precious plans! There they were at the foot of the berth, 
just where his father had put them. They were to have gone this 
very morning to the man with the queer name. 
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Ted’s heart almost stood still. He remembered his mother’s shin- 
ing eyes, his father’s flushed face, when they had spoken of the hope 
for this contract. He remembered what his father had said about the 
importance of getting the plans there in time for the directors’ meeting. 

Ted sat up very straight on the edge of the berth, and stared 
at the roll of plans, while he thought intently. “Then he suddenly slid 
off the bed and went on deck. 

It was a strange sight that met Ted’s eyes. There lay the great 
city directly before them, only a little distance away. It was very, 
very big. It stretched far, far away in each direction. But oh, how 
different from what Ted had expected! How dark it was! Fog 
and smoke and steam everywhere hung in great masses above it. 


ct 


He stared at the roll of plans. 
Tall buildings stretched themselves up into the mist till their tops 
were lost in it. The lake shore to the north and south faded away 
under its shadow, and the streets were only dimly discernible through 
the murk. 

As they drew nearer the cloud seemed to settle down more and 
more closely. When they entered the mouth of the river in which all 
steamers dock on entering Chicago, it was as though the whole morn- 
ing sky had been shut out; the air was hot and sultry and stifling. 
Ted’s anxiety deepened despite the new, strange scenes and 
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atmosphere, perhaps because of them. Almost a hundred miles ot. 
water lay behind him—between him and his father, his mother. Here 
he was, alone, friendless, unknown and unknowing, without money, 
without a place to go, entering a big, strange city, where he must 

A roaring whistle which deafened him and seemed almost to 
lift him from his feet with its tremendous vibrations burst out upon 
the air behind him. The buildings on either side sent back bellow- 
ing echoes, till he 
clapped his hands 
to his ears to shut 
out the painful 
blows the sound 
waves seemed to 
strike. They were 
in the river now. 
Other whistles 
were blowing, 
bridges were 
swinging, tugs 
were scudding 
about, rooting up 
the dirty, greasy 
surface of the 
stream with their 
black noses like so 
many little pigs in 
a mud _ puddle. 
The big steamer 
swung up to her 
dock amid a babel - 
of shouts and the 
noise of hawsers 
He tugged at the policeman’s hand. 
of chains‘and the hollow bump of the gangplank; and Ted brought 
up his grip and the roll of plans, and went to the purser. 

A tall policeman was the first person to cross the plank after 
it had been run out, and he crossed from shore to steamer. In his 
hand he held a yellow sheet, and the moment he saw Ted with the 
purser he came directly up to them. 

““You’ve a runaway kid here, Purser,” he said, looking hard at 
Ted and handing the telegram to the boat officer. 

Ted stared. The purser took the telegram and read it aloud: 


“Wn, 
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“Chief of Police, Chicago: Find boy on steamer Queen, of line 
from Grand Haven, arriving Chicago 9 a. m. Has small grip and 
papers. Hold boy at headquarters till I arrive by day boat. 

JoHN BRONSON” 

“That puts a different light on it,” said the purser, looking 
sharply at Ted. “What did you run away for, son?” 

“T didn’t run away,” said Ted. Surprise, then indignation, 
rose within him. The hot tears started to his eyes. How could they 
‘so misinterpret the message? It did not say he had run away. He 
started to protest, but the policeman reached down and took the grip 
which Ted was holding, and then took his hand firmly. 

Ted’s whole soul rose in resentment. He had not run away. 
He had done nothing in any way wrong. He would not be taken in 
hand thus as a truant. His father certainly had not so intended. 

But the policeman’s grip was strong, and to attempt escape was 
as useless as though his big hand were a steel trap. Ted waited, 
thinking rapidly. 

One consideration was more important than all others. If the 
delivery of the plans to Mr. Wyatt were so important as to cause his 
father to plan this sudden rush to Chicago, and to justify the look 
of hope and anxiety which his mother’s face had shown, Ted was 
certain that those plans ought to be delivered. He suddenly remem- 
bered his mother’s little joke about his being Father’s private secretary. 
Here he was in Chicago—alone, to be sure, but not entirely help- 
less—and here were the plans. He would deliver them. 

The consciousness of new responsibility assumed caused him to 
straighten his shoulders as he walked up from the wharf beside the 
officer. Presently he stopped and tugged at the policeman’s hand. 
“T must do an errand for my father,” he said. 

“Ts that so?”’ said the officer, turning and grinning down at him. 
“I spose ye come across the lake fer that, did ye?” 

“T did,” asserted Ted. “Father started with me, but got left 
by the boat.” 7 

“Humph!” The policeman laughed. “You're goin’ to head- 
quarters,” he replied. 

“T won't!” cried Ted. He made a sudden wrench to free him- 
self; but the officer’s giant hand closed upon his fingers with such a 
crushing force that he cried aloud with pain. 

“Now be good, will ye>”’ said the officer. “I didn’t mean to 
hurt ye, but you’re goin’ with me.” 

Ted quieted down. He had plenty of good sense, and, though 
he was rebellious enough, he knew that he must change his tactics. 


(To be continued) 
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Seaside “driends 


EMIL TAPLINGER 


I like to play here in the cool white 
sands, 

Close by the side of the sea, 

And watch the big ships go sailing away 

And hear the waves singing to me. 


My mother has said that across over 
there, 
Far off where the sea gull soars, 
Strange children are watching and list- 
ening too, 
On other long, white, sandy shores. 


I know we are friends, for I send them 
my love— 

The wind takes it over the sea— 

And then when the wavelets come 
splashing back in, 

They try to shake hands with me! 
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7 CBUSY 


SUNBEAM. 


FRANCES W. FOULKS 
NEEDLEWORK FOR SUMMER CLOTHES 


Vacation time for most boys and girls begins in June. It is 
said, “All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy,” or, “Jill a 
dull girl,” as the case may be, but most of us, if we thought very 
much about it, would ‘say that all play and no work would also make 
any boy or any girl very dull. In the long vacation days when we have 
no regular lessons to learn, there will be time for doing many things, 
and time also for play. We need many summer clothes, and every 
one of us likes to have attractive ones, so some of the hours can be 
well spent in putting pretty touches of needlework on the summer 
dresses that Mother is making. 

This month I am giving you 
designs that are very easy to em- 
broider, for the new dresses. These 
designs may be used in various 
places on the little frocks. You and 
Mother will decide on just the right 
place for each of them. 

Remember always to trace the 
design on a piece of paper before 
using it on your dress. 

How nice it would be to keep 
all of our used designs in a big en- 
velope, for future use! Or we 
could file them between the leaves 
of an old catalog or a book. 

The first design, diagram 1, 
may be worked in bright colors that blend with the color of the dress 
material. For instance, if the dress is pink, make the bowknot of 
blue, the large center flower of two shades of blue, the outer row of 
dots of light blue and the inner row of deeper blue, the center dot 
of yellow. Make the flower on each side of the center one of a 


different shade of pink than the dress; the flower on the right, of 
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lavender; the buds (three dots on each side of basket), of light blue. 
The dots are French knots. Embroider the basket and the handle 
in outline stitch of light brown. Make the stems in outline stitch and 


the leaves in the lazy daisy stitch, 
using light green. 

Diagram 2 is for a pocket on 
a white or plain colored dress. 
Place the design on a folded 
paper, with the straight line on the 
fold. Lay tracing paper beneath 
the folded paper and trace half 
the design. Then trace the other 
half of the design from the half 
you have just traced on your 
paper. When you open out your 
pattern it will look like the small 
design shown in diagram 2. This 
design can also be used on the 
dress in other places besides the 
pockets. 

Embroider the design in 
colors that blend with the dress. 
Make the center flower of one 
color, the flowers on each side of 


Diagtam 
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Diagram 3 


end buds of light blue. 


Perhaps you would like to have a little design that you could 


a different color or a lighter shade of the same color as the center 
flower. Embroider the centers of yellow and work them solid. 


Make the petals of the flowers by bringing 
the needle through the cloth at the end of 
line next to the center of the flower; then 
stick the needle through again at the other 
end of the line; then bring it through at the 
inner end of the next line and down again 
at the outer end. You will find that you 
can do this work quickly if you use several 
threads of embroidery cotton or a very 
heavy cotton. 

Diagram 3 is a pretty design for un- 
dies. You can work it in bright colors. 
Embroider the bow of pink, the flowers on 
each side of deep blue, the next flowers on 


each side of heliotrope, the three dots on each side of pink, and the 
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use around the skirt of a dress, or down the front of the waist, or 
where the waist and the skirt join. Diagram 4 will be pretty to use 
in this way. Diagram 4 may be worked either with heavy floss or 
with three or four threads of the finer floss. Start at the center and 


Ji agram 4 
work the little dot solid, then make a fine chain stitch along the line. 
When finished, this flower has the appearance of a rose. The lines 
between the roses are made in the long and short stitch. A pretty way 
to use this design is to embroider roses on the front, below neck, at the 
back, and on each shoulder, curving the lines to fit the neck. 

Diagram 5 shows a little cross stitch design for checked gingham 
dresses. You can use 
the design just as it is or ' I fr 
you can put one row 
on the skirt and the 
double row on _ the 
waist. One row across 
the tops of the pockets 
and on the cuffs will fF - 
look pretty. 

With these 
and some pretty colore 
embroidery thread, Di agram 5 
your willing little fin- 
gers can soon put some beautiful embroidery on your new dresses. We 
find a great deal of satisfaction in doing things well, do we not? 
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Dear Boys and Girls: 

We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and 
poems; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We can publish 
only one story or one poem from each boy or girl, as we are trying to 
give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a story or a 
poem published on the Young Authors pages. 

All stories and poems to be published in August Wee Wisdom 
must be in our office by June 1. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 

‘ The Editor. 


JANE’S ARITHMETIC EXAMINATION 
By HELEN E. AusTIN 
Welland, Ont., Canada 


Once there was a little girl named Jane. She went to school and 
did well in all her subjects except arithmetic. When the time came for 
the examination in arithmetic, she was greatly worried because she 
couldn’t answer any of the questions. She looked longingly at her 
chum, Ethel, who sat beside her. Ethel answered all the questions and 
when she had finished, she wrote the answers on a piece of paper and 
handed them to Jane. When Jane started to write them down, she 
heard a voice inside of her saying, “No, don’t do it; it wouldn’t be 
honest.” Jane then handed the paper back to Ethel. On it Jane had 
written, “No, I don’t want the answers.” Ethel went away. 

The teacher, who had seen all that had happened, came up to 
Jane and said, “If you will pray and ask God to help you, you will 
have no trouble with your work.” 

Jane prayed; then she worked her problems. When the papers 
were handed back, Jane had made one of the highest marks in the 


class. 
Ethel walked home that night with Jane, she asked Jane how she 
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got such high marks. Jane said, “God helped me to do my arith- 
metic.” That night she thanked God for answering her prayers. 


THE RAIN 
By HELEN HIcGcINBOTHAM (12 years) 
Peru, Ind. 


I sit and listen to the rain: 

It patters on the window pane, 
The sky is very dark and gray, 
It is a very gloomy day. 


If I but had the patience true, 
‘Through the gray I'd see the blue, 
And from the inky depths of night, 
I'd be rewarded by a rainbow bright. 


HOW MARY LEARNED TO MIND 
By Lois GRIGWARE (11 years) 
New Bedford, Mass. 


As Mary was getting ready for school, her mother said, ‘“‘Don’t 
go on the pond; the ice is not thick enough.” 

Mary said, “No, I won't.” 

But when Mary got to school she thought one slide wouldn’t do 
any harm. But one slide did do harm, because she fell through, and 
had to go home all wet. This is the way Mary learned to mind. 


I picked a little bluebell ; o 
I thought that it might tinkle. 

I shook it very well; 

Out came a dewdrop sprinkle. 
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A HOLLAND COUSIN 


By ELEANOR FEERICK (10 years) 
Auburndale, Mass. 


Here I am. I have just come over from Holland, to visit my 
cousin in the United States. . 

My name is Jan, and I am nine years old. 

We had a very pleasant trip over, on the boat. I enjoyed my 
first automobile ride very much. 

In Holland we wear wooden shoes, and take them off before 
entering a house. This probably would seem very strange to little 
American boys and girls. 

There are many dikes in Holland. The waters sometimes over- 
flow the dikes. ‘ 

I will tell you more about my country the next time we meet. 
My cousin is waiting, and I must run along. 


DOING CHORES 
By Joe Gates (13 years) 
Paragould, Ark. 


I get up when my Daddy does, 
To do my morning chores; 

I run out to the brooder house 
And open up the doors. 


And then I watch the chicks crowd out, 
Like children at the park, 

Or maybe like the animals 

Let out of Noah’s ark. 


Some mornings I’m so sleepy, 
I think I'll lie abed; 

But pretty soon I can’t forget 

My little chicks aren’t fed. 


MY PET 


By PIEPER 
Waterloo, 


My pet is a little white poodle. He is a month old. He likes to 
play ball. He likes milk. At evening he goes to his bed. We shall 


clip him soon. 
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As Big as “Shat 


By ALICEC (3YEARS) 


Ohio 


There was a little boy who was 
three feet high. 
He wanted to grow and grow 
until he reached the sky. 
He told his father that. 
His father said, “Go away.” 
He told his mother that, 
And she said, “My soul, 
g I wouldn't be as big as your lit- 


tle toe. 
“ He told Nellie, the cook, that, 
And she said, “Czesar’s cat! 
I never thought you'd be as big 


as that.” 
\ And then he thought, and then 
he said: 


4 I don't believe I want to be as / 
big as that; 
s.} I'd have to stoop so far to kiss “Ny 
Mother, 
“ys” And to play with Archibald, our 


cat. 


PUSSY WILLOW 
By HELEN ANDERSON (11 years) 
Seattle, Wash. 


Gray pussy willow, 
How do you know when ’tis spring ? 

How did you know when the north wind did go? 

What is the message you bring? 


Tiny gray thing, 
To your slender brown branch you so silently cling, 

Saying never a word that | catch. 

What is the message you bring? 


‘ "2 

/ 

|, 
\\d 


WEE WISDOM 


Joey felt very lazy and a bit cross as he trudged up the path, 
climbed the steps, and sat down on the shady front porch. The 
weather was warm for an early June day, and this was Joey’s first 
year in school. It seemed to him that the teacher had asked much 
of him that day that he had not wanted to do. He wiped the per- 
spiration from his face with the palm of a moist hand that left grimy 
streaks. 

“Joey,” Mother called from the kitchen, “the grocer’s boy for- 
got to bring the eggs. Can you run over to Grandma Harris’ and 
get Mother a half dozen?” 

“T’ll be glad when I am a man—then I won’t have to go for 
eggs,” thought Joey as he started off toward Grandma Harris’. 

Joey really had a very pleasant time while he did that errand 
for Mother. He watched a red squirrel playing in the trees and en- 
joyed seeing the young grasshoppers jump out of the weeds by the 
roadside as he brushed past them 

“That squirrel has a fine time,” he thought. “He doesn’t have 
to go for eggs, or anything.” 

Mother was just taking a pan of hot, steaming, crispy rolls from 
the oven as Joey put the eggs on the kitchen table. How good they 
smelled! He felt very hungry. 

“Run now, and wash nice and clean for dinner, Joey,” Mother 
said kindly as she brushed the damp hair from his forehead. 

“Why does a boy have to wash so much?” Joey grumbled to 
himself. “I certainly can’t be very dirty—as many times as I have 
to wash each day.” 

He sat down on the back step to think it over. The birds were 
having a wonderful time in the apple tree in the back yard. He 
watched them flit in and out among the branches and then sail away 
off in the blue sky so far that his eyes could scarcely follow. 

“T wish I were a bird,” sighed Joey; “then I should never have 
to wash or run errands. A bird never has to do anything he doesn’t 
want to. I surely wish I were a bird.” 
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“This is a@ fine place to find worms.” 

Just then Joey heard a great racket under the apple tree. Mother 
Robin was down in the fresh, green grass, hunting for worms. One 
of the robin babies stood close by, gazing around. Mother Robin 
pecked very industriously in the soft earth and chirped to her little 

(Continued on page 39) 


25 
BON 
| 


WEE WISDOM 


Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Motto—I speak only good words. 

Club pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: “I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil.” A club pin will be given to each member 
when he has sent in one subscription to Wee Wisdom and written 
re monthly letters to the secretary, telling her how he has kept the 
pledge. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to 
the secretary of the Good Words-Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas 
City, Mo. 

Reports and letters—All letters and club reports must be sent to 
the Good Words-Booster club secretary. 

Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these 
pages. 

For the readers who wish to correspond—If the reader to whom 
you write does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


Dear Good Words-Booster Club Members: 

We have an opportunity to prove, during June and July, that 
we are true boosters of Wee Wisdom as well as of our club. Begin- 
ning with the August number, Wee Wisdom is to be enlarged, not 
by the addition of more pages, but by an increase of space for read- 
ing matter, on each page. This addition of space will make it pos- 
sible for the editor to give us more stories, more illustrations, and 
more features. 

Be sure to read the editor’s letter this month. In her letter she 
gives a hint of what the new Wee Wisdom is to be like, and she also 
has something to say that will be of interest to every Good Words- 
Booster club member. The editor is asking the boys and girls who 
read Wee Wisdom to help her to make it possible for more boys and 
girls to know our magazine. Who knows better than the members 
of the Good Words-Booster club what Wee Wisdom will do for boys 
and girls? Here is our opportunity to prove our loyalty to our edi- 
tor. Let’s see how many of our members can send her lists of 
twenty-five names and addresses of boys and girls who may be in- 
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terested in Wee Wisdom. Let’s get behind our editor and push for 
Wee Wisdom. Who will be the first Good Words-Booster to send 
in a list? 


The Secretary. 


Dear Wees—lI like Wee Wisdom so much that I can scarcely wait for 
it to come each month. Mother and Grandma read it also. Sometimes 
when I have to tell a story at school I tell one from Wee Wisdom. One time 
my grandma was very sick. I kept saying The Prayer of Faith and she 
got better. At school I always say The Prayer of Faith and every night 
before I go to bed I say it. It helps me a great deal. I wish that Wee 
Wisdom were larger, because it is so fine. That is the reason I am send- 
ing my $1 for another year’s subscription.—Charlie Ratcliffe. 

Charlie’s wish is to be gratified. Be sure to read the editor’s 
letter this month, Charlie. In her letter the editor gives just a hint 
of what the new Wee Wisdom is to be like. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing to tell you how much I enjoy you, 
and I am going to ask my friends to take you too. Your Bible readings 
and dear little stories help me very much.—Deryce Bieser. 

If you will pass your used copies of Wee Wisdom on to your 
friends, Deryce, they will soon know why you find so much joy in 
reading it. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—-I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much and I hope to 
take it always. I have improved since I joined the Good Words-Booster 
club, and I am trying every day to keep the pledge. I say The Prayer of 
Faith every night and when I am in trouble too. It always helps me. I 
read every story and every poem in Wee Wisdom. My favorites are Busy 
Sunbeams and Blanche’s Corner.—Eleanor Peterson. 

When we think about one another, we feel closer to one another. 
When we think about God, we feel closer to Him. When we ask 
God to help us, He does help us because then we are conscious of 
His nearness and of His help. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. One day I had 
a cold, so I said The Prayer of Faith. I was soon well again. When I 
have finished with my Wee Wisdoms I pass them on to my school friends. 
—Alleen Tennant. 

Alleen is helping to enlarge the Wee Wisdom family by pass- 
ing her magazines on to her friends. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have kept the Good Words-Booster club pledge 
for one month by thinking before I speak.—Betty Beale. 

Betty’s plan is a good one. If she will keep up this practice she 
will speak only good, true words. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The other day I had a cold. I said The Prayer 
of Faith and I felt better, and now I haven’t a sign of a cold. A few days 
after that I was looking for something and I could not find it. I said, 
“Dear God, please help me find it,” and then I remembered where it was. 
It is lovely to have God watching over us and helping us. I am glad that 
I am a member of the Good Words-Booster club.—Edith Poate. 

Edith knows that God is her help in every need. 


28 WEE WISDOM 


Dear Editor—I have had Wee Wisdom for three years and I like it 
very much. I want to tell you that all the time I was taking the badge 
test at school I kept saying The Prayer of Faith, and I know that God 
helped me to win my medal.—Delta Harriett Duncan. 

Delta is one of the many readers of Wee Wisdom who use the 
Prayer of Faith to get help in understanding their school lessons. 

Dear Secretary—I am getting along just fine in the Good Words- 
Booster club, and I enjoy it. I am sending you names of two new mem- 
bers.—Elmer Hartzell. 

This is good work, Elmer. We are always glad to welcome new 
members to our club. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am glad that I belong to your club. It has 
helped me very much. We had an examination. Before we began I said 
The Prayer of Faith and I got a grade of 100.—Alfred Moore. 

We are glad that Alfred is a member of our club. And we are 
always happy to know that our members are making good grades 
in school. 

Dear Secretary—I have received much help from the Good Words- 
Booster club. I have stopped saying ugly words and I feel better for it. 
I like Wee Wisdom very much.—-Phyllis Cox. 

To be able to use only good words is a wonderful thing, Phyllis. 
Now that you have stopped using ugly words, wouldn’t it be inter- 
esting to try to use loving, kind words? 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI think the Good Words-Booster club has helped 
me very much. One day I was throwing some peanut shells into the fire 
and my knife fell in. I prayed and I got the knife out.—Vale Godden. 

Prayer gives us faith that we can do what we need todo. Your 
success in recovering the knife, Vale, will help you always to know 
that God is your help in every need. 

Dear Secretary—I have been trying for a month to use good words. 
I find that if I use good words, good words come back to me. I memorize 
the table blessing every month. I am eight years old—Charles Forsman. 

Charles is learning a lesson that many older persons are just 
learning: that what we give out comes back to us. Give to others 
good thoughts, good words, good deeds, and only good will come to 
you. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like your magazine very much and read it all. 
I say The Prayer of Faith every day. My brother was very sick. I said 
The Prayer of Faith ten times and he got better—James P. Rogers. 

Sometimes we get the help we need, after we say one prayer; 
sometimes it takes ten prayers, and sometimes we pray many, many 
times before we receive help. We are glad that James had the faith 
to keep praying. 

Dear Editor—Once I was going to the store and I lost a dollar. I told 
mother. She said that in God there was no loss and that the dollar would 
be found. We said The Prayer of Faith and found the dollar. At another 
time I lost twenty cents and Mother said, “You go again and look.” We 
said The Prayer of Faith and I was led to where the money was. We 
thank God for His guidance in all things.—Margaret Manning. 
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In God’s mind all things are known. By praying, Margaret 
opened her mind so God’s mind could speak to her mind, and she. 
found the lost money. “God is my help in every need.” 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER READERS 


Jean DeVere Lierboe (10 years), Turtle Lake, N. Dak.; Lorna Mary 
Sayles (12 years), box 616, Mellen, Wis.; John Polhamus (11 years), 
Troublesome, Colo.; Leroy Polhamus (9 years), Troublesome, Colo.; 
Robert Polhamus, (6 years), Troublesome, Colo.; Alberta Burke, (11 
years), box 327, Sitka, Alaska; Alice Fuller, (15 years), route 4, Nash- 
ville, Mich.; Anna Maeyens (14 years), route 4, Nashville, Mich.; Wilma 
Fuller (12 years), route 4, Nashville, Mich.; Reta Chase (11 years), 
Rocanville, Sask., Canada; Lucy Naylor (9 years), 148 Maidstone st., 
Bradford Moor, Bradford, Yorkshire, England; Evelyn M. Wisner (12 
years), route 1, box 207, Merriam, Kans.; Jean Coddington, 7 Grover 
lane, Caldwell, N. J.; Harriet Elizabeth Greenleaf (10 years), route 3, 
box 75, Oxford, Maine; Dorothea June Shaw (10 years), 307 E. Spruce 
st., Jerseyville, Ill.; Mary L. Denslinger (11 years), 207 W. 7th st., The 
Dalles, Oregon; Mildred Schwenck, route 25, Chesterfield, Mo.; Violet 
Collier, 341 Menomonee st., Chicago, Ill.; Jean Farup (11 years), 3105 
Yesler way, Seattle, Wash.; Sherman Spencer Quine (12 years), Raven- 
wood, Colo.; Helen Marie Frye, 40 Tewksbury st., Winthrop Beach, 
Mass.; Elsie Naylor (11 years), 148 Maidstone st., Bradford Moor, Brad- 
ford, Yorkshire, England; Mary Chapman, route 3, Hillsboro, N. H.; 
Marion Cary, route 1, Wayne, Pa. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER READERS 


Angelo Bertapello: prayers; Flora Fifield: prayers for self and 
daddy; Betty Mirams: prayers for mother’s health and for help with 
music; Ruth E. Denzin: for school work, especially arithmetic; Louis 
W. Reel: better grades in school; Douglas Rene Cornu: for health and 
help with arithmetic; Ruth Elizabeth Gordon: prayers; Violet Collier: 
for help with school work, and for work for father and for sister; Jean 
Coddington: music lessons; Marion Cary: guidance. 
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These luscious June cherries will be very tempting if you little 
artists do your work well. Color the stems dark brown. Tint the leaves 
dark green; the cherry stems, light green; and the cherries, bright red. 
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QIBLE 2s 


LESSON 10, JUNE 3, 1928. 
JESUS FACING BETRAYAL AND DEATH.—Mark 14:1-42. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Not what I will, but what thou wilt—Mark 
14:36. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The last supper that Jesus had with His disciples teaches us of 
the life that will be ours if we make the Christ Spirit a real part of 
ourselves. When Jesus spoke of eating His body and drinking His 
blood, he meant that we should make His spirit ours. Every time 
we fill our minds with Christlike thoughts and speak Christlike 
words we are making our lives more like Christ’s. That is what He 
meant when He told the disciples to eat His body. Every time we 
speak words of life, we have more life. That is what is meant by 
drinking the blood of Christ, which stands for life. 

When Jesus chose Judas as one of His disciples He knew that 
He was choosing a power that could draw life to itself by prayer 
and praise. The same power may be used in a selfish way—to draw 
to us life and strength in order to use them for selfish purposes. If 
we use power in this way, we are betraying the Christ, just as 
Judas did, for material things. Then we become proud and cold 
and want our own way in everything. 

In this way we bring about the crucifixion of the good in us and 
draw to ourselves grief and sorrow. 

The power for which Judas stands is really good, and our part 
is to use it for such a high spiritual purpose that its whole power is 
spent in helping us to know the eternal life that God wants us to 
have. 

We need to learn to give up our own desires and our own wills, 
in order that the will of God may be done perfectly in and through 
us. This is the lesson that Jesus learned in the garden when He 
prayed: “Not what I will, but what thou wilt.” 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Of what does Jesus’ last supper teach us? 

How do we eat of Jesus’ flesh and drink His blood? 

Is the Judas power in us good? 

What do we need to learn to bring our powers to a spiritual 
plane? 


x 
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LESSON THOUGHT—I let go of all selfishness and let the Spirit 
of life express through me. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I have such perfect faith in God, 

I'll trust in Him, as did His Son, 
And I shall govern all my acts, 
That His own will, not mine, be done. 


LESSON 11, JUNE 10, 1928. 
THE ARREST AND TRIAL.—Mark 14 :48—15:15. 


GOLDEN TEXT—He was despised, and rejected of men.—Isa. 
53:3. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Jesus before Pilate gives us a picture of the human will stand- 
ing as judge over the I AM, which is the Christ Spirit in us. The 
human or mortal will has great power, as it rules our words and 
deeds. Before we can speak a word or perform an act, we must will 
to do it; that is, we must send forth the thought of that word or 
that deed. Before it can lead us to our highest good, the will must 
be made spiritual. 

In this lesson Pilate is asking Jesus questions: The human will 
is jealous of the Spirit in us and is afraid that it will lose its power 
to rule if Spirit grows too strong. But the spiritual part of us, or 
the I AM, does not need to use outer ways of defending itself and 
it does not answer the questions that the human will asks. If we 
are filled with Truth, we do not have to argue about Truth. 

There was something in Jesus that made Pilate know that He 
was the Son of God. When we let the Christ rule in us, not only 
our personal wills but all those whom we meet know that we are 
spiritual and cannot be harmed by outer things. 

The scribes and the priests stand for the religious thoughts in 
us that oppose the Christ. In his heart Pilate did not want to harm 
Jesus, but he gave way to the wishes of the scribes and the priests 
and consented that Jesus should be put to death. If the human will 
is not made spiritual it can be led first by one kind of thought and 
then by another. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is the I AM? 
Does the I AM need to use outer ways to defend itself? 
Do we need to tell others when the Christ rules in us? 
For what do the scribes and priests stand? 


LESSON THOUGHT—I want to make my will spiritual so my acts 
may please God rather than man. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


The human will must stand aside, 
That Christ may rule in me; 

That good, o’er every error thought, 

May win the victory. 


LESSON 12, JUNE 17, 1928. 
THE CRUCIFIXION.—Mark 15:16-47. 


GOLDEN TEXT—God commendeth his own love toward us, in 
that, while we were yet sinners, Christ died for us—Rom. 5:8. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The crucifixion of Jesus reminds us of what must take place in 
us if we would reach the perfect state that we should hope for as 
children of God. The death on the cross means the crossing out of 
error from our minds. Every time that we give up an error 
thought, there is a crucifixion. When we have given up all evil, so 
that only the good remains in us, the material part of us has met 
the death on the cross. 

The hill where Jesus’ crucifixion took place means a skull. In 
us this stands for the place where our thinking mind is, in which 
must be done the crossing out of the error thoughts. 

They offered Jesus wine mixed with myrrh, which He would 
not take. Wine stands for life, and myrrh is bitter. The myrrh 
stands for the bitterness and the trouble that comes from thinking 
error thoughts. When we see the trouble caused by error thoughts 
we turn from them to choose the glory and the joy of spiritual life, 
just as Jesus turned from life mixed with bitterness, which the wine 
and myrrh stand for. 

The darkness that came over the land stands for the darkness 
of ignorance that comes to us when we are facing a great trial. The 
tearing of the great veil of the temple stands for the letting go of 
the idea that the material part is the real part. 

When all error and material thoughts have been crossed out, 
the real, spiritual part of us may be seen by all, and they may know 
that we are indeed sons of God, as even the Roman in charge of the 
soldiers knew that Jesus was the Son of God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
Of what does Jesus’ crucifixion remind us? 
What does the death on the cross mean? 
What is meant by Jesus’ refusing the wine mixed with myrrh? 
What may others know about us when all error has been 
crossed out? 


LESSON THOUGHT—I give up all material thoughts that I may 
find new spiritual life. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


I cross out every error thought; 
With Christ I daily die, 

Until my every thought and deed 
Is lofty, pure, and high. 


LESSON 13, JUNE 24, 1928. 
REVIEW: JESUS THE SAVIOUR. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Choose you this day whom ye will serve.—Josh. 
24:15. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The teaching that we get from the lessons of the quarter is that 
Jesus is the pattern and that we all should try, in every way, to be 
like Him. The first lesson taught that we must be willing to give 
up our own ideas, to find the true spiritual life. The Easter lesson 
taught of the Christ life that dwells in us. 

The transfiguration of Jesus shows the glory that comes to us 
when all that we do is pleasing in the sight of God. We are taught 
that to be followers of Jesus we should hold the home sacred and 
that we should not only love little children but become like them. 
The gift that is most pleasing to God is the one that comes from the 
heart, as we learned from the lesson of the widow’s mites. 

We were taught that we should not strive to be considered the 
greatest, but that we must be willing to give loving, unselfish 
service. The entrance into Jerusalem when Jesus rode a colt that 
never had been ridden before, taught the need for the Spirit to 
master the animal nature. The question about paying tribute to 
Cesar gave us a lesson in being just to God as well as to all men. In 
the parable of the husbandmen we were taught the wickedness of 
not receiving God’s Son. 

The last supper and Jesus’ prayer in Gethsemane are lessons in 
giving up every human idea, that God’s will may be done in us. 
Jesus’ trial before Pilate and His crucifixion are to teach us that the 
Christ part of us can overcome all things if we cross out all error. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the teaching in the lessons for this quarter? 

What are some of the things that we need, to be followers of 
Jesus? 

Should we strive to be considered great? 

What do Jesus’ trial and crucifixion teach us? 


LESSON THOUGHT—In all my words and deeds I am a follower 
of the Christ within. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


To be a follower of Christ 
Will be my constant aim, 

Until as perfect child of God 

His kingdom I may claim. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others can do 
so by saying this prayer for them. 

God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 

Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and lovin}, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 

God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus 
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By Francis J. GABLE 
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THE SPARTANS MEET A TRAIN 


Coralee was coming home! And, as if that were not enough 
cause for joy, it was a June morning and the yellow rose bush was in 
bloom. No wonder the orchard chorus seemed to David more full 
and gay than usual. 

The train was due at half past ten. David’s father was to take 
the Spartans to town, in his car, to meet Coralee. By 9 o'clock the 
gang had gathered in David’s yard. 

The Roost, where the Spartans had labored the day before with 
soapsuds, broom, and brush, shone with unusual brilliancy. Equally 
shining were the faces and shoes of members of The Spartan Company, 
Ltd. When David, his hair glossy and perfumed, had joined them, 
Red stood back and surveyed his companions. 

“This just shows how one girl member can spoil a real gang,” 
he said in a tone of disgust. 

“T don’t see why you should talk—” and Kegs tugged with a 
fat forefinger at a white collar that seemed a bit tight. ‘Your neck 
looks a shade or two lighter than usual.” 

Red grinned. “I was afraid you fellows wouldn’t let me ride 
to town with you if I didn’t wash up a bit,” he defended himself. 

The 10:30 train found the Spartans, including a freshly washed 
Bige, a self-conscious little group on the station platform. They were 
still more embarrassed when Coralee descended in a cloudy blue gown, 
her usually wild, red curls tamed with combs and pins. 

“Hello, everybody!’ she greeted them. Putting down her suit 
case, she held out both hands. 

“Oh!” groaned Red, “polished finger nails!” 

“Oh!” mocked Coralee, “clean ears!” 

The gang laughed, and things went better on the ride home. 

“Come on over to the Roost this afternoon,” called David as 
Coralee and Red got out at the Sloan farm. 

“We're going to have eats,” called Kegs. 

“You'd better put on an old dress,” warned Cousin Bob. 
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7 “She’ll wear her old coveralls or I won’t let her come,” promised 
ed. 

When Coralee and Red came in at the big gate after lunch the 
gang laughed. Coralee had either grown or her coveralls had shrunk, 
for the legs of the latter were decidedly short. 

“T don’t care,” she smiled. “It seems good to be wearing them.” 
She ran to the Roost, but stopped short on the threshold. 

“Oh, dear!” she cried, “You have spoiled everything.” The 
Spartans looked at one another in amazement. 

“I wanted to clean it,” Coralee hastened to explain. “I’ve been 
planning ever since Easter to clean the Roost, and now look at it.” 

“Can you beat that?”” Red stuffed his hands into his pockets. 
“‘Here we nearly worked ourselves out, and she doesn’t like it. We 
almost gave up in the middle of the job yesterday, but someone said, 
“Won’t Coralee be tickled >” and we kept at it. Now she is dis- 
appointed.” 

“Oh, Red, I shouldn’t have lost my temper. I was disappointed 
for a moment,’ but you have cleaned it beautifully. I didn’t know 
you could do so well. I’m proud of all of you.” 

“You see, Coralee, we need everybody to pick strawberries now, 
so you wouldn’t have had time to clean the Roost,” David was ex- 
plaining—then he saw Andy standing in the doorway. 

“Come on in,” he invited. 

“This is Andy Vanorden, Coralee. Andy lives on the Storm 
place and has been helping us a lot.” 

“The Roost will soon be dirty enough to clean again,” said 
Andy to Coralee as they all walked down the garden path. 

Coralee looked a bit ashamed. “I shouldn’t have acted that 
way,” she said, stooping to pat Bige. 

“Tt was funny,” said Andy, and Coralee wondered uncomfort- 
ably just what he meant. 

““How’s that for a fine crop of strawberries?” asked David as 
they stopped at the berry patch. “We'll have to begin picking early 
tomorrow. It is Red and Kegs’ turn to sell.” 

When Coralee had examined every row in the garden, David's 
mother called to them to come and carry the refreshments out to the 
Roost. There were sandwiches and pickles and potato chips. When 
the dessert was put on the table, Kegs said proudly, “Strawberries and 
cream from our own garden.” 

Red raised his eyebrows. “I thought I had hoed all over that 
garden patch, but I must have missed the cream bed,” he said. 
“Well, anyway,” said Kegs stoutly, “that old cow gets into the 
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garden and eats off the tops of the vegetables, so it’s about the same 
thing.” 

At 4 o'clock Andy started toward the lane. “So long!” he 
said. Red walked with him to the gate. “How do you like my 
cousin?” he asked. 

“She’s all right,”’ said Andy. 

““You ought to see her in her new blue dress,” said Red proudly, 
and Kegs, who had followed them, snickered. 

““Have you invited Andy to join the gang?” Coralee asked. 

“Not yet,”” David answered, “‘but I believe we would all like him. 
What do you say?” 

“T think he’d be a fine member,” said Coralee. 

“Tf you’re talking about Andy,” said Red, coming up to them, 
“T think so too, but he may not want to join us since Coralee lost her 
temper today.” . 

“T don’t lose it often,” said Coralee. 

“‘Let’s ask him tomorrow,” David said. ‘“‘He’s coming over 
to help with the strawberries. By the way, everybody get here early 
in the morning. There are loads of berries and it’s cooler to pick 
them then.” 

“T’m glad now that I don’t have to clean the Roost,”” laughed 
Coralee as they started home. “It will be more fun to be out in the 
berry patch with the rest of you.” 


(Continued from page 25) - 
one as much as to say: “This is a fine place to find worms and this 
is the way to find them.” 

Baby Robin paid no attention. 

Father Robin sat on a branch in the tree watching to see whether 
his assistance would be needed. 

Mother Robin called and pecked and called, showing Baby 
Robin just how to dig out the nice, fat worms. 

Baby Robin still dozed in the warm spring air. Then things hap- 
pened so quickly that Joey’s eyes almost popped right out. 

Mother Robin hopped over to Baby Robin, took the back 
of his neck in her bill and shook him soundly. Then she began 
digging for worms, talking to him as she worked. The little robin 
felt a bit dizzy after the shaking, but as soon as he could stand 
squarely on his two little feet he began to dig for worms, just as his 
mother did. 

“Well,” said Joey, “that is the first time I ever knew a bird had 
to mind his mother.” And he got up quickly and went upstairs to 
wash his face and comb his hair before dinner. 
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od. ig my help in every need, 

docs my every hunger feed, 
God walks beside me, guides my 
dhrough the 


now am wise» J now am trun, 
hind and loving, too, 
can do and be, 
dhrough the druth 
Tae iginme.. 


E ARE glad to announce that we now have THE 
PRAYER OF FAITH in motto form. Jesus re- 
marked upon the faith of little children. Such 

faith is expressed in this prayer, and boys and girls all over 
the world are daily increasing their faith through the use 
of this prayer. It is helping them to meet their problems, 
and to grow into manhood and into womanhood in the 
Truth way. 

THE PRAYER OF FAITH motto is attractively decorated 
in colors. It will add a bright spot to your bedroom, be- 
sides being always there as a constant help. 


Prices: framed, $1.50; unframed, $.75 
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ij Scant be wick | 
~ God ig my strenghh, i 
unfailing, quich_o 
Sod ismy Bill know no fear 
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INTRODUCTION 


BIDDY 
BABIES 


RUTH IRE YS 


re UO Mother, what is that 

Fe In that box, squeaking so?’ 
Nie” The sweet. wee yellow things. 

As soft as cooky dough! 


They're Biddy's baby chickens 

And they belong to her. 
But, Mother, she has feathers. 
And they have yellow fur! 
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QUEEN OF THE CLOVER 


The clover is in bloom. 

Buddy took me out to see it. Boon 
went with us. The clover grows so high 
that the blossoms reach up and touch my © 
hands. It almost hides Boon. 

There were some bees in the clover. 
Buddy told me that honey bees like white 
clover better than red, because they can 
set the honey from the white blossoms. 

Buddy made a wreath of clover blos- 
soms, and put it on my head. Then he 
made ropes of blossoms and put them on 
my little wagon. He said that I was queen 


IMELDA GLTAVIA 


WEE WISDOM 43 


of the clovers, and that my wagon was 
my chariot. 

Then he drew me to the house. Boon 
ran by us, and barked. Buddy said that 
Boon was the band, to welcome me to the 
palace. And Buddy whistled, to make 
more music. A quail whistled, too. It 
was on a fence post. 

After awhile Daddy will have the 
clover cut, to make hay. He will ive it 
to the cattle and the horses, when winter 
comes... 
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“Snowy little butterfly 
Flashing on the prairie, 

Can you tell me where you found 
Wings so light and airy : 


“Just a caterpillar worm. 
Once I wove my house. 
There to sleep the winter long. 

zy as a mouse. 


“When the summer breezes blew 
Wide my window swung: 
For a second, sleepily. 


On the sill I hung 


“Then, because I'd dreamed it eo. 
Fairy wings | spread: 

Left my caterpillar dress 
Hanging on my bed!” 
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PILOTOF. 


THE SEG. 


| Where’s your good ship tak - ing me?'’ ‘‘Mag-ic isle we'll 

See the gleam-ing fish - es leap!’’ ‘‘Mer-maids, tri - tons, 

Brave-ly does your ship be-have.’'‘‘Just be- cause you 
De. 


9 


en - ter straight, Thro’ an arch-ing rain-bow gate.’ 
not a_ few, A- wait the hour to wel-come you.”’ 


trust it so, Makes my good ship brave-ly  go.”’ 


so 
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(Music C (G6 Wordsby Asiray 
7 Ps - tes, pi - lot of the sea, 
| a, - “jot, pi - lot of the deep, 
= Jot, pi - lot the wave, 
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Up there in the maple, 

From here on the grass, 
1 see a whole city of birds. 

They tell one another. 


“My. what a fine day!" 
Of course they don't use just those | 


words. 


“My babies are hollow.” 
Small Mrs. Wren Says. 
From their beaks to the tips of their 
toes. 
I smile, for she's saying 
Just what Mother Says 
About a small youngster she knows. | 
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Sweet meadow larks 
My words will be 
To carry love 
And harmony 
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And bluebirds gay. 
For happiness; 

Kind words that always 
Cheer and bless. 


hull 


Good words will come. 
As birds at night. 
Back home to make 


The dark hours bright. 
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